TToe Hijferie ef 

That were hislackies:! cried hum,and well, go to, 

But markt him not a word, O, he is as tedious 
As a tyred horfc, a railing wife, 

Worfe then a fmoky hoiile. 1 had rather line 
With checfcand garlikcin a Windmill far. 

Then feede on cates, and hauehimtalkc to me. 

In any fummer houfein Chrifltndoiric. 

Mor. /n faith he was a worthy Gentleman, 

Exceeding well read and profited 
/n ftrangc conccalemcntSjValiantas a Lyon, 

And wondrous affable j and as bountifull 
As mines of/ndia;fiiallfte!lyou,coofcn, 

He holds your temper in a high refpeft. 

And curbs himfcIfe,cuenof his natural! fcopc. 

When you come crofTe his humour, faith he does! 

/ warrant you, that man is not aliuc. 

Might fo haue tempted him, as you haue done. 

Without the talfc of danger and reproofe: 

But do not vfe it oft, let me inti^at yon. 

rror. /nfaith.my Lord, you are too wilfi'll blame, . 
And Gncc your comming hither haue done enough . 

To put him quite befides his patience: 

You muft needes learne, Lord, to amend this fault, 

Though fomctinies it (Lew greatnelTe, courage, blood, • ’ 
And that $ the dearcfl grace it renders you : 

Yet often times it doth prefcm h^rdt rage, 
Dcfeffofinaners,wantof gouernment, ' 

Pride, hautinelTc, opinion, and difdaine, . 

The Icaft of which, banting a nobleman, ■' 

Lofeth mens hearts,and 1 :aues behindc a fiaine ’ i 

Vpon the beautie of all parts befides, 

Beguiling them of commendation. 

Hoi, W cll,/ am fchoold, good manners be your fpeede, 
Herettomc your wiucs,and let vs take our leaue, 

Enter ^lendoTvertviih the LM:e>, 

'Mor, This is the deadly fpight that angers me, 

Aly wife can fpe. ke no EglifJi, /no welfh. 

Qlen, Alyd.aighterwecpcs, fhec’le not part wiih you, ; 
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Benry the fourth, 
him in the fame ^ 

A^ctmflffcirwIK oncthatno perfwafioncandee 

good vpon. ^eakes in fVeKh. 

Mor. I vndcrftand thy lookes,lhat prettic Welfh, 

Which thou powreft downe from thefe fwclling hcaiiens, 

1 am too perfeft in, and but for fliame 
In fuch a parley lEould I anfwcrc thee. 

The Lady agatne tn Welfh. 

Mor, I vndeiftand thy kifTcs,and thou mine, 

And that’s a feeling difput ition: 

Bull will ncuer be a truant loue, 

Till I haue Icam’d thy language,for thy tongue 
Makes Wellh as fwcete as ditties highly pcad, 

Sun*' by a Lire ^ fummers bowre, 

With rauifliing diuifion to her lute. 

Glen, Nay, if you mcl:, then will (he nmne mad, 

The Ladyjpeakesaaameinjf'eijh. | 

- Mor. .0,1 am ignorance it felfc in this. 

Glen. Sh. bids you on the wanton rufhes lay you downe, | 
And reft your gentle head vpon her lap, ! 

And (he will fing the fang that pleafeth you, 

And on your cy d:ds crownc the God of fleepe, 

Cliarmingyour bloudwithpleafirighcauinefl'e, 

Makingfuch difference twixt wake andflccpc, 

As is the difference betwixt day and night, 

Thchoure before the heauen’y harneft tcctnc 
Begins his golden progtelft n die Eafl. 

Mor. Withalimy hcarr,Il‘ fit .’ndhcareherfing. 

By that time will our bookc i hinkc be drawne, 

Glen. Dofo.andthoL.M' li 1011, til. t flu!, play toyoti, 
Hangin theayrea fho’ fa^;d'c i':,u<s frem hence, 

And rtraighl thev fhall be he; c,a. and attcud. 
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